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clt is wonderful how long the ash lasts on these cigars/
Marais said. c It is a test, you know.'
Von Brandt acknowledged it was a test, but he was think-
ing of Maria waiting for him.
'You are clear about your instructions?3 Marais asked.
eOnce you have made the demolition, return home, act as if
nothing had happened. You will even be ignorant of the fact
that war has been declared if you are asked. Later I will
give you orders about joining the commando that will strike
from the east at Nairobi. I am waiting for news from the
Union and West Africa,' he went on. elt should come in any
time.'
CI was born in German West,' von Brandt said.
CI am aware of your place of birth.'
No doubt he was. He probably had his whole dossier.
Von Brandt thought of the thoroughness of his own training.
But even he had never suspected Marais to be anything other
than what he represented himself to be. His host was evi-
dently in no rnood for further talk.
Von Brandt rose. cBed,' he said tentatively.
eYes, bed,' Marais said. cYou will leave at dawn. There
will be no need to see me again. Tomorrow will be a busy
day for all of us.' He had not said what he was going to do,
but one did not ask one's superior questions.
In his room von Brandt thought about his race. The Ger-
mans knew how to.handle natives. In the nineties they had
subdued the Wahehe. Some of the chiefs had committed sui-
cide rather than fall into their hands. In nineteen-five, hi the
Maji-Maji Rebellion, a hundred and twenty-five thousand
coastal natives had been killed. That was the answer to those
who presumed to argue. That was the way to obtain order;
There could be no order where there was argument. England
and America and France were examples of this. Only in
Greater Germany was there order, precision, culture, and
true beauty. This was the machine age and mankind would